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FEBRUARY. 


At an early period of life the Dandelion attracts 
attention, shining gaudily among the youthful 
florist’s variegated nosegay of bright wild flowers ; 
and when it has thrown off its gay petals, and its 
curious seed becomes a globe of down, then comes 
its hour of favour with the school-boy, as in spor- 
tive idleness he blows upon its clustered head, and 
scatters the seeds to the winds. Howitt speaks 
of it as 

“ Dandelion, with globe of down, 

The scool-boy’s clock in every town j 
Which the truant puffs amain. 

To conjure lost hours back again.” 

Pleasant it is to indulge the fancy in assimilating 
the bright offsprings of Flora, with the characters 
of those around us, and rendering the humblest 
weed the memorial of a friend. But how rarely 
will we discover one whose virtues we can com- 
pare to those exhibited by this despised flower — 
how few who will thus willingly choose their lot 
among those of whom Clare thus sweetly sings — 
the lowly and forgotten. — 

Where rustic taste at leisure trimly weaves 
The rose and straggling woodbine to the eaves. 

And on the crowded spot that pales enclose 
The white and scarlet daisy rears in rows. 

Training the trailing peas in clusters neat. 

Perfuming evening with a luscious sweet, — 

And sunflowers planting for their gilded show, 
lliat scale the window’s lattice ere they blow, •• 

And sweet to cottagers within the sheds. 

Peep through the crystal panes their golden heads.” 
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THE PURPLE SPRING CROCUS, 

( Crocus vernus J, 

Triandiia, monogynia— N. O. Iridese, 

Is naturalised about Nottingham, but like the 
other species, cannot be considered an indigenous 
plant. The Saffron Crocus C. scitivus ) grows 
in meadows about Essex, where it is cultivated for 
its fragrant stigmas, which constitute saffron. 
The Golden Crocus (G, aureus), and several 
other species, are sometimes found wild, but are 
generally considered to be the outcasts of gardens. 
The golden crocus is a flower we generally look 
upon as the herald of Spring, and is the emblem 
of youthful gladness. 

” Welcome, wild harbinger of Spring ! 

To this small nook of earth ; 

Feeling and fancy fondly cling 
Round thoughts which owe their birth 
To thee, and to the humble spot 
Where chance has fixed thy lowly lot. 

“ To thee, for thy rich golden bloom, 

Like Heaven’s fair bow on high ; 

Portends, amid surroundhig gloom 
That brighter hours are nigh. 

When blossoms of more varied dyes. 

Shall ope their tints to warmer skies.” 

Barton. 


